
Why Hasn't Leonard Merrick Been More Popular?
It's a Real Literary Puzzle,

and Leading Authors
Discuss It

LEONARD MERRICK haa

long been dear to the hearts

of the reviewers, just as he

has long been called, par
e x c e 11 ence, the
novelists' novelist.
So far so good.
But how account
for the fact that

until very recently
the great reading
public has appar-

Merrick ... ,%i,.A *Äently failed t o

catch the gleam of gold and has

turned a deaf ear to a writer who,

according to no less an authority
than Mr. Howells, outdoes the

French and equals the Russians in

realism?
How account for it? One bumps

squarely up against a literary

puzzle.a puzzle which ha« really
puzzled, and to the solution of

which many keenly critical minds

have bent their talent««. A recent

writer in .'The New Republic" ad¬

dresses himself to the problem. Mr.

Merrick's publisher?, K.P. Dutton &

Co., are getting out an edition of his

works with introductions from such

weil known English authors as

Pinero, Barrio. Wells, Chesterton,

W. J. Locke. Maurice Hewlett and

others.and one by our own Ameri¬
can novelist and essayist. William

Dean Howells. Here, says the re¬

viewer in "The New Republic." we

have the spectacle of "a group of
famous contemporaries banded to¬

gether to fee a man through. And

it is even more interesting to find

one question that seems. either

openly said or lurking in their

mind.«.to trouble them all. Why is

it that Mr. Leonard Merrick it; not

more popular? Why is a novelist

so perfect in hi? art, why is a

writer of works that possess such a

'singular shapelino«-.' to use Mr.

Howells'a phrase, not more widely
read? As Barrio says. 'They have

an uneasy feeling that if the public
will not like his works, will not take

his works to their hearts, there

must be something wrong with the

popularity of their own.

"Please Don't Like Me!"
"'Unless you like Merrick also

please don't like me.' It is onl>
natural for these authors to wondei

why a man who has i arried to per
fection the technique of the ail

should not win what they have won

In the same way we have hearr

painters wonder why Fragonarr
was not more followed after.

"But whatever the rcaaon may b<

for Mi. Merriek'l comparative lacl

f following, I «hould object to th«

implication .urk ng behind a goo<

many of these commente, 0:u» get
the impression that.Mr. Henrich i

not popular because, a» one of hi

critica aays, the artistry is so fault

less, and because he makes no con

cessions to the taste of the publn
groundlings.' Obviously, to resor

to mawkish sentiment and to trick:
might catch for a novelist a certaii

popular tns!, Hu* that does no'

prove that th« absence of thee«
faults keep» a work anpopulai
"The truth U th&t fee aj «. i

form in any art i« only a means «thai
conveys to them the content Thej

i have no eouacioua sense or enjoy
«y ment of form In its« If, As m matter

of feet, form is a kind of separan
«iiaiect that belongs to each Individ
ual art. And people may he cu'.ti

voted to enjoy form in ittelf ; then
ie no doubt of that. They may b

taught to see that every art has it
conditions, the rules of the game
sa e sport in athleti.s has. But Mr
Merrick ia not like Flaubert in hav

ing s public that ia cultivated in tha

particular sort of thing. Clearly
then, there mey not be a largi
enough public capable of admiring
Mr. Merrick'a novela on account of
their admirable form. But certainly
few people could fell to like them be¬

cause of it.
"It may be aleo th/*t there is a

certain irony in these novels thai
hurte their popularity; together with

the fact, as Mr. Howells suggests,
Jasa* ig« stories arr\ almost always

very unhappy, full of the meanncs.

of things, and without the grea
world, titles, society and grau
ladies.-'

Says Mr. Howells.
For an amplification of this hin

we turn to Mr. Howclls's introduc

tion to "The Actor Manager." An«

we read:
"Of the two arch-enemies of love

prosperity and adversity, he make

the oftener study of adversity. Then

is a great deal of grim adversity ii

his books, which sometime? remain:

adversity to the end, but also some

times puts otf its frown. It is th«
more depressing when it becomes 01

remain? the atmosphere of that am

bition which ¿eeks fruition in th<

successes of the theater. If we an

to believe him.and somehow Mr
Merrick mostly makes you believe

him.the poor creatures.mostly
poor women creatures. who are try¬
ing to get upon the stage are almost
without number, end certainly out¬
number the struggling journalist«!
and authors a hundred to one. The
spectacle of their humility and hu-
initiation, of their meek endeavors
and their cruel defeats, is of such
frequent recurrence in his novels

¡and tales that, after a little knowl¬
edge of them, one approaches the
.scene with an expectation of heart¬
ache through which nothing short
¡of the mastery dealing with them
Would support

"In the monotony of «th event it
is very remarkable how he distin¬
guishes and characterizes th
forent children of adversity, ea-

pecially the daughters. They are

commonly al k< in their adversity,
hut individual ;:, their way of «\

periencing it. In fact, in an age
of intensely femini tion, he is

one of the tir.-t of those who know
how to catch the likenesses, f, the
last fleeting expression, of women,
arid especially women of the theater.
Probably these are not essentially
different from any other women, hut
they have air évolution through
their ' ironmi I which no one

else seems to hsve studied BO well.
«Sometimes they are good «

and sometimes they are bad, hut
they are so far from a temperament
differently effects by their errant
and public life, their starved or

surfeitel vanity, their craze for
change or variety, and they keep a

simplicity, a singleness, in their self¬
ishness and depravity such as dif¬
ferentiates them from women bred
amid the artificialities of the
world on the other side of the foot¬
lights«
"There is no perceptible mecha¬

nism in the ?tory of 'The Actor-Man¬
ager,' in every way the best of Mr.
Merrick'? stories, so far u< 1 know
them.

Alive
"At all moments of it you feel

that it happened end thai people
in it are alive, with a ifc human

probabilities beyond it. I can

call no English novel in which

study of temperament or charac

is carried deeper, allowing for w
the people are, and I do not

moml-er a false or mistaken line
color in it. For anything to eq
it we must go to the Slavs, in si

triumphs of their naturalness
Turgencv's 'Smoke,' or the

cicty passages of Tolstoy's 'War s

P re.' The French stories i

conventional in their naturalism
sitie it; perhaps a Spaniard 1

Gaklos has done work of equal fii
ness. It is not alone In Royce C

phant, with the stress of his here
tary conscience, or in Blanche Ell«
ton, depraved both hy her artist
and by her ambition, that the a

thor convinces; Otho Fairbaii
who becomes the 'scoundrel' th
Blancne not less deliberately thi

hysterically makes him for h

money, and Alma King, who is
good an artist as Blanche and y
a good woman, and Blanche
mother, whose sentimental novelctt
support her contemptuous hus-bar
in the production of his real hi

unmerchantable masterpieces, ar

Blanche's plain sister, with h(
famine for a little love, a little a<

miration from men. are all in the:
several ways entirely lifelike.
"The theater itself, which bega

as a theater of art and en«led a

a theater of profit, has almost
human appeal in iti tragedy, as i

it were a si'ntient organism, wit
«.> heart to be broken and a soul t

i«e lost. Nobody who is not in

evitably ha«! is very had; in th
hook the world is the world W

live in.

"\\ hy, tien, i? not this mastrrl;
novelist a master universally vccok

and accepted? Thai is some

hing ti at l have asked myself mor

than once, especially m reading th
criticism- of is Beveral books, no

one of which has lacked the prais
"f some critic qualified to carr;
conviction of its merit. Perhaps thi

* i- that the stories are almo?
.- Iways unhappy. There is no eon

i: in then- tragedy; they d«
not even 'raise a noble terror." sue]

was once the supposed businesi
if tragedy. Upon the whole the;
leave you feeling menu, feeling re

ctively capable of the shabb]
things which have been done it
them.

"Another «ocret may be that wher
the j »verty which haunt- them i:
relieved in this case or that, yot
are left with a sense of the vas'

poverty still remaining in the world
if a struggler is given a chance U

pet his breath the groat struggle o]

life goes on.

"Still another secret may be thai
there is no fine world, no greal
world in the book?; we scarcely re

call a personage or title in any ol
them, anil people who like to asso¬

ciate with the rich or groat wher
they are 'taken out of themselves
have not the company of so much
as one high-horn villain, one corrupt
gronde dame.

"Socially it is not good company
we find ourselves in, and morally it
is not even the 'left company,' ai

Jane Austen calls it; and yet it il
somehow condoling, somehow en¬

coure ging t«-. have known it eh a

good and clever nur. as Ko- ce Oli¬

phant, such a good, yc- rifted,
.¦. :. .«n ..- Alm Kii r ev< n ¡h a

kind, wrongdoing soul as Otho air«

Leonard Merrick. the novelist who after much vicissitude
at length finds himself taken up hy the masses

bairn, or auch a gonfle, modest, un

selfish cre.ituro as the mother ol
Blanche Ellerton, earning her hua-
bai d'à bread by writing the populai
novelett«'s which enable him t<

s rite h - unpopular no

despise her trash on a full stomach.

"Very lik«'!y Mr. Merrick may
have had his moment of consciously
contriving the story of "The Actor
Mi er* and of actuating hit

tors in conformity t<> a pre
i¦¦', plan, but he doe< not

«suffer hi: readers tQ share the C

humiliating moments. For all they
know, the things happen« from the
nature <»f i he < haract« rs in th«
given circumstancea, with no ap
parent agency of his.*1

Says Pinero.
'I'1 WC or»°n ¡-mother of :

newly edited rove!.- this time "The

Position of Peggy Harper".and
discover a few opening pages from
the always interesting pen of the

playwright Arthur Pinero. And he
gives us, from s fresh angle, proof

toe fine veracity of these tales:
"It irs, I believe, an open secret

that Mr. Merrick was Once upon a

time 'on tl stau« .' ami the reason

I have been nsked to write a short
introduction to 'The Poaition of
Peggy Harper' is. I suppose, that I
ateo uns an actor in my early days.
I also have been a client of Mi.
Allomarlo, the theatrical agent, an-l

climbed, too, that atone atair
leading to Mr. Potter's waiting

roo described in another theatrical
by Mr. Merrick, 'When I.ove

lies (hit o' the n indow.' And
ther you call Albemarle 'Potter'

01 Cotter 'Albemarle,' no man or
woman can hate him more cordially

His Nothod

/HA\ £ used the expression "etched," ami this expres¬
sion indicates, in my opinion, the most characteristic

feature and the high-tcalcr marl: of Mr. Merrick's genius.
He does with his pen irhat a fine etcher does irith his

needle. Working in a far different medium, he gives us

the special qualities of the etched line.its animation,
its spontaneotisness. its rare economy.

"'Every stroke he makes tells strongly against him if
it he bad." says Seymour Haden of the etcher, '"or

proves him to be a master if il be good. In no branch of
art does a touch go for so much. The necessity for a rigid
selection is therefore constantly present to his mind. If
one stroke in the right place tells more for him than ten

in the wrong, it would seem to folloir that that single stroke
is a more learned stroke than the scores of ten by which
he would have arrived a' his end»"

Adapt these term* to th' art of the novel irriter, antt
Mr. Meiiie!. emerge* /<.* u the test triumphantly.

.Alt I HI K \\. PÏNHRO

in the recollection than I do.n«

j even Mr. Merriek.
"But on the doorstep of Alb«

'merle's or Potter's dramatic agenc
Mr. Merriek and I, so far as on

theatrical experiences go, seem t

part company. Chance guided m

Into fairly smooth paths; Mr. Mei

rick fortunately was to trea

rougher ones. I say fortunatel
hecauac it is to Mr. Merrick'a obv

ously firsthand acquaintance wit

the lower grade theater that we <ow

at least two quite remarkabl
studies of shady theatrical life am

character.the novel to which the»
few words are prefixed and tin
before-mentioned 'When Love Flier
Out o' the Window.' Though mj
experiences may have differed fron
Mr. Merrick's, I have seen enougr
of the seamy side of the stage t<

enable me to vouch for the truth
of these two works.

"Short as it is, you have the very

spirit of Mr. Merrick'a literary giff
and method-conciseness and ease.

He will reveal in a seemingly care¬

less half-sentence what another
writer will take n page over or will
heavily underscore. Not for Mr.
Merriek is the labored analysis-
analysis run mad in some cases.

of many of our modern novelists,
nor the loud devices of the delib-r-
ate sensationalist.

Like Etching
"I have used the expre ¡01

'etched,' an«l this expresaron indi
cates, in my opinion, the most char
acteristic feature and the high
'sair r mark of Mr. Menick'- genius
He doe« with his pen what a tin«

etcher does wit his needle. Work
ing in a far different medium, he
gives us the special «iualities of thl
ct-hed line.its animation, itc spon
tnnemisne?". its rare economy. 'Everj
stroke he makes tell.- strongl)
egainst him if ir be bad,' says «Sey¬
mour Ha«len of the etcher, '01
prove? him t«, e a master if it be
good. In no branch of art does a

touch go for bo much. The necessity
for a rigid selection is therefore
constantly present to his mind. If
on« Stroke in the right plaee tells
more for him than ten in the wrong,
it would seem to follow that that
sin.de stri'ko is a more learned
stroke than the scores of ten by
which he would have arrived at his
«-;,.!.' ,\<lap? the*e term? to the art
of the novel writer, and Mr. Mer¬
riek emerges from the test triumph¬
antly.
"Take as. an example of his etch

ing method.an«! I select it almost at

haphazard-his description of the

personal appearance of Armytage
the t'Ogus manager:

" 'The advertiser.who, it tran¬

spired, called himself Armytage .
was evidently attired for the occa¬

sion. He wore a frockcout, in com¬

bination with a summer waistcoat,
much crumpled, end the trousers of
a tweed suit. A garnet pin orna¬

mented the wrong portion of a made-
up tie.'
"Now, this is neither impre loi

ish nor realism, in the sense in which
ti ese words are bandied ahout. it
i.« a plain, straightforward, appar¬
ently effort'ess account of a man's
apparel, his coat, waistcoat, trouver*,
necktie. It doesn't cry out in the
voice of the impressionist: 'Look'
Soe hon- clever I am, how not
capei m« ; how I obser c in - fissh

what ii hidden from the
1' N'T ,:.

liberality 01 the realist afford u h

glimpse of Mr. Armytage's ailed ui

But the Tide Begins to Turn,
and Novelist Enters

Into His Own
dervest. To carry the contrast sti

further, it han nothing of the snaj

shot, on tho one hand, nor the sea

pel and the dteOOCting table on tr

other. I repeat, it is the most men

e-t of statements; but every strck
as in the most skillful of etching, b<

log 'in the right place.' the imagiiu
ti«m i, Stimulated to evolve from

the whole history of the miserabJ
Armytage. struggle, defeat, po\

erty, the fight for life, the pitifi
roguery-all is suggested as it wer

upon the bitten plat<\ The trouser

of a tweed tuUl There is the 'learne
r-trok".* The 'garnet pin ornament
mg the wrong portion of a made-u
tie,' is eloquent enough, but th
tcotiser* "i " tweed suit in conjum
tion with the froekcoat. out of dat
ami .hi«.y at it- etboH\-, as we ar

allowed to suspect.is the itiprein
touch."

Then Why \ot Popular?
And Mr. Pinero, coming to tit

point of the novelist's early failur
to secure a wide public, goes on t

say :

"Perhaps it i" the spectacle of th«
sombre figure of Tragedy tuggiru
al I omedy'i sleeve, aid holding hi:
sinister face close to hers so con

stantly recurring in Mr. Merriek";
work, even in its lichtest moments
that has cost this author many thoU'
«.amis of readers. What. Forster aayi
of Dickens, in a criticism of 'Bleak
House.' may with truth be -.aid ot
Mr. Merricl;.that he shares with
the Frenchman the gift of being
serious gayly and charmingly. Bui
the «gayety of Merriek is never quite
so buoyant, so wholehearted, as the
gayety of Dickens,* tho note of res¬
ervation is always present; a

«shadow, if only a flicker, is sel«
dorn ebaent from the printed paire.
Which is slightly disturbing to th.it
class of reader who, in opposition to
nature, likes his sunshine unmottled.

Says Hculett-.
"Ala-' In the theater of hook.-,

as well as in the theater of plays, a

%ast number of people are still look¬
ing for wigs, and Mr. Merrick'a
characters wear none, heing the
«creatures not only of keen ohserva-
tion, hut «->f a strict literary in¬

tegrity. The issue of a collected
edition of the works of Leonard
Merriek is, therefore, a matter for
special rejoicing, for with it this
most accomplished and unobtrusive
of narrators may he said to have
come into his own."

Maurice Hewlett gives one an

idea of the richnes of the pag< s

which comprise "< ynthia":
"The ,;.

which 'Cynthia' opens is the familiar
one of the novelist, con-idered as

auch, and as lover, husband, father
an«! ct .:¦: ;.. Now it's an dd
hut not so odd as it seema at ¡its
blu ii. that while ti .. i;
a poet in these relations and

.-..... reader.
«ill fail 110 « ¡r. I'hir-r i3
P< ¦¦ . ursc '«i' who
'¦¦ ,: at Pei wu ;, grt at

ist <

list WS ar. about

'Walter Lorraine'? Would anybody
give twopence to read it? The rea¬

son is that in the poet the mani¬

festation» of literary genius are di¬
rect and explicit.some are sus¬

ceptible of quotation, some may be
cut out with the,s'issors.while in

the novelist they are oblique ami

implied. Humphrey Kent in '«

tiiia' is in no 'cnse an explicit
genius; we are not, in fact, tol.i

that he was a genius at all. Hi
technique seems to have been
of Mr. George Moore, then rather
fashionable. The book ptttl it M
higher than this: that the hero, with

an obvious bent for writing, marries
in a hurry and then finds out that

he cannot be an honest man and

support, hie wife and child bf the

same stroke. It is not whether h<*
can be a good noveliet and a good
lo'.er, too, but whether he can be
a good novelist an«! pay his bilis.
That's not very exciting, th« l|
Georg« Gieeing, in 'New Grub
Street,' drew out of it a s«|uaii'l
tnd miserable tale whiêh. once he

gun, had to be Rniehed. «Luckily, in

'Cynthia' Mr. Merriek «Anda a «ice«

ondary theme, and handles it so

delicately and so tenderly that the
book has an abiding charm because
of it. That theme is the growth
of ( y"thia's soul.

"I myself am one of Cynthia''
victims, and I am sure that Mr«
Merriek is another. He sketches
her with admirable reticence in the

beginning, where she II shown to

us as very little more than a ptttt)
girl. His strokes are few and ture

Hut she gTOWS from chapter to

chapter, and at the end, after th«.
tragic crisis, she sweeps onward ti¬

the sentimental crisis uhich crown*

the tale of her married lite with a

dignity and grave beauty which
justify a belief in Hestie c\en n«>w,

when mo'iern practice and belief «n

against such a belief. She j i-tifie«
Mr. Merrick'a conclusion, t«>o. It
is «seldom enough that we are ahí
to believe in the happy solution of
such troubles as he has traccl ouf
in 'Cynthia.' Cynics «against ii
clination, we feel that the dog will
return again «to his \omit after the
easy reconciliation and facile tears

upon Hestia's generous besom. N"r
*o here. < ynthia has go*, her Hum
ohrev for what he is worth end wi»l
hold him. She is one of Mr. Mer
rick's loveliest women; and he has
made many lovely women."

Finally, Says Harrie.
Sir Jemes M. Barrio, writing of

it 1! another book. "Conrad in
Quest of H Y li," dtclares:

Th« «den who have
gone end «1 d without ever know¬
ing of the sentimental quest of Con¬
rad . are ma Iri p a sigh
for th« or a 'Servi ou u'h*.' a«

cording to th« ir o] is. In-
compl« t<* livi ' ; h-.ro i
no on« with a >f telling

nuk¬
ing ue fo i . t

:¦
"¦

.'.¦. .¦. u ha' t " I .¦

him far ai
|

placed,
? Ifwl I you wi
find thnt you .¦

least; twenty lit - fro tr-f elov
you have no idea how the story ;

to end. When we co
th> end we muet feel that th«en .¦ i
no other, that he hi merely <).«-
covered tl e ti ith."

An in anotl pie« t he »yi
"Disatt ng tl ¦

»n moi
[Mr. Merrick'a fel.t

this, thai Mr Merri d
" ". Of their .allmg.

ipared to many <>f hit eon*
he ie quit«

.
-a l et

etting forth to
érable he I« -

that I can thl
:~ ¦ t

rertini ftbrloui -hi
¦ eppy sraj out for them.

'.There la no one with a «greater
.»! « story, if that erf

"c no forever won-
v e are to find on the next

peg,.
"A new novel by Leonard M«-r-

r.ck is to me one of the events of
the year."

\nd now we have reserved a bit
of good newa for the teat. Accord¬
ing to Mr. «Merrick'a publiahere, the
perplexing puztle is in process of
becoming academic. That it, it be-
Kins to want for actualitv. In atill
plainer werde, Me-riel; has becSCM
at.ll,'n,-,fl ;1 "11 r and a wood
,

ll"'- "" >"«.( .liprchensibte pub-UC begin. l0 warm .nd ,. th#
word, of the publisher himeelf, "te

jWnsj to, this coltected edition***** than we «can supply it,"

HIS LAST RENDEZVOUS.A French Story
Translated by William L. McPherson

(Copyright, 191 ¦. ¿V« v Y Tribuns Inc.;

THE sun was just rising
¦Alien Guy de Trefon'aine.
glancing through the cur-

tains of the car. eav, that
he had arrived at his
The tl " ght had aggra>
his rheumatian H<
kne« s before i ' ¦¦ o

travel.ng baga and alighted on the
rtation platform, At that mom at,
nevertheless, the famous author
forpot his ape end the ditrnificd
tetirement in which he had planned
to apead his remaining years.
Youthful and foolish as u man of

twenty, he yielded to the intoxica¬

tion of that heady, expansive, buoy-
ant mood which precedes the keep¬
ing of it rendezvous
He wasn't, however, any longer

in the full bloom of his prime. To
how many similar undczvous had
he traveled already.he, a celeb¬

rity, the author of "The Ashes of
Love," "The Southern Lights,"
"The Sacred Threshold"! All his
life he had chanted women and
love. All his life he had pursued.

i
from one disillusionment to nn-

ther, the ag of pa loi H
was now on the decline .11 years
and in glory. People believed less
in his star. He bad himself decided
to seek the solitude oí a little

house, 01 the bordel'8 of a 1.1.
to W "i his memoirs.

B .Mme. Desaulniers had nra«n

1 ou of hs retreat.
Guy (ie Tri-fontaine arrived at

the hotel. Af'cr choosing his room

11 anging his clothes he sea'.e.I
himaelf by the window from which
he could see the austere, tan-coloied
sierra. Then he opened his hag and
looked for a photograph. It showed
the face of a woman, with proud and
delicate feature», and a mouth

.,: «1 like a bow. He gaxed at it
for a long time.

He had received one day a charm¬
ing letter from Spain. In it a wom¬

an to!«l the illustrious author of her
admiration for him, in terms so ex¬

alted ami at the name time so in¬
genuous.with as much candor as

intelligence.that he had answered,
bored as he had often been by mis¬
sives of that character. An Intimate
correspondence ensued, at first

II). then gallai I ami finally
7'

he ink town's name s as

Dcsaulniers. She lived near Madrid,
where her husband was the director
of a large factory. She felt some-

n hat Ion« I) and rerj muí h unoec i-

pied. Bhe read sape-
ciaiiy Prcfontain« «vorks. She had
«¦en many of lia phi togn p

¦;he didn't know that for nianj
lie had allowed none to be p ibli hed,
except those taken in hi fortieth
year, m which he still looked hand
some and vigorous, with his thick
hair, his strong features ami his im¬
posing mustachioe. Moreover, a eel«
ebrated author, who writes of ¡ove.
alway.s ssema to his aromen readers
t«> possesi eternal youth.

«So it was that at the solicitât.on
of Mme. «Dessulniers, after two
years of correspondence, Guy de
Tri fontaine, ancient pilgrim of love,
had set out for Spam. To tell the
truth, he feare«! a little a first
meeting with this young woman.

Didn't she have a far too fictitious
idea of him? But he found some

consoling arguments He had ¡rrown
old without not He flat

elf tlr.tt Mm !. au i«
«. ildn't noth e it. eil hi t.

The rendezvous was fur 4 o'clock.
At hslf-psst three he started for
the Eecurial. It wae a beautiful

di and «still werm, although in the
weel of Ictobi r. I hi «sei ere

palece of Philip II stood befoi.
trsvelei, In tn gic «solitud«. At

.«. « fd of thi terree« i'i ¿fontaine
t ntered the arden here Mme.
Déssulniera wai to oil hin

Il paced »lowly Up and do'.n the
narrow walk hordere«! by stiffly
trimmed hux hushes. His spirits
were depressed by the shadow
of tin- high walls, yellowish gray,
with little windows which make one

think of a convent or a gigantic
n.ai. loleum. If he turned to the right
he saw a reservoir, cold and bare.
He began to «ihiver.

"It is plain that ihe it young,"
he reflected. "What a place for a

rendezvous!''
In spite of himself he thought of

death. That idea, which formerly
gave spice to his amorous emotions,
now produced a marked uneasiness
nd a profound discouragement.
notwithstanding, he kept on walk-

his h t !.¦'. atii g, his hai d i
er icy-cold «-r burning, us im¬

patient and anxious as in the days
of his youth.1 Two young girls poseed, dark

and handsome, but .¦ Ith' i¦.¦

plexione. They l«ooked at. T
taine w ith .« imili then
»aid to the oth«
"Wl o i.« that old gi nth ma
"!(.; .> .. 1 ranchman," «the
awe laughing. " \ ««u tan mm

that ¦.¦ a.tin« foi a « omai .'
Práfontains understood Spanish.

Those phrases cut him to the heart.
An old gentleman! Was that the
impression he produced? At Taris
people knew him, treated him as a

man -till young, ail acceptiiig and
flattering his idiosyncrasy.

It bad »cerned to him that he had
scarcely a wrinkle.-carcely a mark
of age.

"I would have done het'er to stay
at home," he said to himself. "It
was so sweet.that correspondence,
that dream of a mysterious love,
that romance never to be realized.
Old gentleman!"

Suddenly he gave a start. Mme.
'

... ra was t »ming U ird
[him. S«be ar«ee even moro beautiful
than her photograph. Tall, fine and

I atender, ehe resembled Diana, with
I Dianas ©old and haughty «feg* Pr«4-

I
fontaine wsa so affected that he
ouldn' »peak to «hei at nee. li I
Mme. u' «ulniere paeeed by him,
looked at him with indlffi
continued her walk. Not for a sec-

ntered her head
that thla elderly man, " ith a plaid

¡i rn"i. was ht to "m «the
had given a rendezvous.»wa

"SI .'. didn't recogí
Pn fonteii der i breath. ''!
am ?" old

paii to the <

.'.'..-.
..

»err;- i wall
;. if awaiti . '!¦. Sin
'\atche.l tin rui«' ai d ;"'' :
an«l, down there In th«
Madrid sparkling in tl S U

M. de Préfontaine, with heat i-.eac
left the promenade. There was noth
ing to do hut go. His hour ha
struck. Life was no longer an>thing for him but a blur. He didn
want to witness the shock whic! Mme. Désaulniera would experiem

| if she recognised him. So far as 1
| was concerned, everything waa ove

Kor the last time Guy de Trefoi
tait:«- turned around. He «aw tl
young Diana, proud and pen is

ture «'¦ taching Itself againthe -til! brightening sky. He Ulihis eyes with that fugitive viacThen he fled.
I It was hie last rendexvoua.


